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And broad across the iris swam the black Until her eyes showed darkling.    "Friend,
your lack Tell me/1 she said, "and what is mine to
give
Is yours ; but little my prerogative Here in  this  house,  where I  am  not the
queen
You call me, but another name, I ween,       * Serves me about the country you are of, Which Ilios gives me too, but not in love. Yet are we aH alike in evil plight, And should be tender of each other's right, And of each other's wrongdoing, and wrongs
done
Upon us.    Have you wife and little one Hungry at home ?    Have you a son afield ? Or do you mourn ?    Alas, I cannot wield The sword  you lack,  nor bow nor spear
afford To serve ..."
He said, " Nay, you can sheathe the sword, Slack bowstring, and make spear a hunter's
toy.
Lady, I come to end this war of Troy In your good pleasure."
With her steady eyes
Unwinking fixt, " Let you and me devise/' Said she, " this happy end of bow and spear, So shall we serve the land.    You have my
ear;